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GREAT EXPECTATIONS. THE GARDEN AND CROPS. ALSO PIGS  
 
 At least the weather was warm enough to start putting in the garden. Tom was 
already sewing his Red fife Wheat. He also had a small piece of ground for an 
experimental field, to test the different varieties of wheat, oats and barley for germination 
and length of time it took each variety to come up and mature. We were all interested in 
that part of our life. My father and I were the gardeners. George, our brother in New 
York, had sent us a great variety of Vegetable and flower seeds and we made up our 
minds to try them all. So we started early in May. The garden soil was a very deep black 
loam; rich soil was a good beginning. We had seen the vegetables that we could grow at 
the fair, so had great expectations. Mrs. Roe had shown us her garden the summer before, 
and my sister and I were quite thrilled by the look of it. So my father and I put in a large 
garden. I always loved to work in a garden and in the States I had grown lovely flowers 
of all kinds, so I thought I would try them here. The seeds all came up well and we kept 
the long rows free of weeds. By the first of July everything looked fine. We had cress, 
radishes, and lettuce in abundance in June. 
 Not long after this, my stepmother decided I should go to Lacombe to do some 
shopping. She called me into her room and told me I was to leave at 6:30 am the next 
morning. I was to go with Mrs. Chapman. I tried to tell her that would be Saturday and I 
was not ready to go as it was always a busy day with me. No argument availed so I had to 
go. I was up bright and early, ate a lunch and started to walk the three quarters of a mile 
to the Chapman’s house. 
 We left from there at 7:30 am and as the bush road was almost impassable, took 
the road to the west past Mr.Ash's place. The trails were in terrible condition and we had 
to go miles out of the way to avoid the muskegs and skirt around the sloughs. The horses 
walked every step of the way. It was a lovely day, birds twittering and calling from the 
trees by the way. Flowers were plentiful and wild fowl, ducks and snipes were in 
abundance on lakes and sloughs. These are very good to eat, either fried, roasted or made 
into pie. There was no early frost that year of 1896, so I saw lots of wild strawberries in 
the grass around the sloughs. It was all new country to me.  
 However, the trip was very tiring; we sat on a board covered with a rug and 
placed across a single wagon box. At some jolts I thought I was going to be thrown out of 
the wagon. We reached Lacombe about noon, having passed the Bruce’s farm and also 
the Nichol brother’s place. It must have been twelve miles, the round about way we went. 
We returned home the same way as the trails made better traveling for quite a few miles 
out of Lacombe. 
